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" When I see your bushy brows which resemble
those of my brother, I don't think you know
cowardice. It is horrible. I was afraid of everything.
I and niy family, we had lost our face. I was afraid
of the gossip of people, of their glances, I trembled
with fear of death. It was still possible that the
Governor decided to apprehend me and make me
share my brother's fate even if I hadn't done anything.
I trembled with fear of the future. What was to
become of me if I went on living ? A beggar but
disabled to beg* on account of his education. One who
whines before the doors, telling he was rich once. In
my good times I shivered at a hard word, a frowning
forehead, at a leaf suddenly rustling over the road in
a gust of wind. Now I would tramp the streets in
bare, bleeding feet, sleep in the dark shadows of the
undergrowth, beg crumbs from hostile people, be
looked at by bearded, stinking, toothless beggars as
one of them. Every night I dreamt of these bearded
faces approaching me, sniffing, devouring me; of
evil eyes; of horrid leaf shadows. I did not want to
submerge in the masses of the starving.

441 swear it was not courage, it was cowardice that
made me tell to my brother's friends my resolve to
kill the Governor, It meant that they gave me money
to assist me, that I didn't need to go hungry, that they
looked -upon me as a hero and did everything for me.
But <it also meant that they energetically took all
steps to prepare the attentat and to find out the best
opportunity to carry it out,

"The Governor was watched over by his body-
guards like a priceless pearl in the eye of a Buddha
statue. But at last he was called to Pekin for a report,